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| Came For The Cat Food And Stayed For The Dancing In 
Your Underwear 


Rusty's Discount Pet Store on Ventura Boulevard was Jerry's go-to for Teddi and Dealer. It was a small, 
family-owned store run by Terry and his wife, Ellen Rusty was their Irish setter. He'd been a regular 
customer of theirs since 2005. They were on a first-name basis and ran an account for him, even sent him a 
sympathy card when he lost Harold. When he was away, on the road, they would send a delivery of food to the 
house so it was one less thing the cat sitter had to do. Yep, Rusty's was very good to Jerry. And he made 


sure he was good to them, too. 


He'd been busy traveling home to Oklahoma for Thanksgiving and rehearsing (and stressing himself out) for the 
two solo shows in early December so Jerry was getting a late start on his holiday preparations. The first place 
on his list was Rusty's. The rats needed a bag of food anyway, but he was mostly interested in getting their 
Christmas presents and some holiday costumes. Now that he had an Instagram account, Jerry couldn't pass up 
the opportunity to dress them for Christmas. 


Jerry walked in the front door of the shop, smiling when the little brass bell that hung above the door 
twinkled to announce his arrival. There was something about the way Rusty's made him feel that kept Jerry 
coming back. I+ was like going back in time or an oasis from busy, superficial Los Angeles. He lifted a hand in 
greeting, expecting Terry or Ellen to be behind the counter. He was surprised and somewhat taken aback to 
find a man he'd never seen before. 

He was around Jerry's age and the same height as him. He had shoulder-length, dark brown hair and a greying 
beard. He wore black-framed glasses and a buffalo plaid flannel shirt under his red apron. The sleeves were 
rolled to the elbows and Jerry could see the man's tattooed forearms. He smiled at Jerry and said, "Hello. 
Welcome to Rusty's." 

"Uh, h-hi" Jerry was perplexed and intrigued. "Where's Ellen today?" 

"Out running errands maybe. I'm just holiday help.” 

"Ah." Jerry nodded. 

"My name's Dave," he told Jerry as he came around the counter. "Help you find something?" Dave lifted his 
glasses to the top of his head, pulling his hair away from his face. He had happy, dark brown eyes that 
matched his hair. Jerry could get lost in them. And for a moment, he did. 

"Uh, yeah. | mean no. | mean sure." 

Dave chuckled. 

| come in a lot. My cats like the organic house blend food." 

"Oh, cool! Cats. Been dealing with dogs all morning." 

"I know that feeling," Jerry muttered. "| mean not you. Not, not you." 

Dave laughed again. "Come on. Food's this way." 

While Dave took a ten-pound bag of food to the counter, Jerry looked at the selection of cat toys. 

"You're a regular customer?" Dave asked when he returned to Jerry's side. 

"Yeah, been coming here for fifteen years." 


Cool. I've been instructed to give the regulars a twenty-percent discount for the holidays." 


"Oh, thanks." 


| hope they ask me to stay on. This is a good gig,” 

Jerry picked up a plastic saucer with a ball inside of it. "What did you do before this?" 

"Oh, a few different things. Used to be in a band, myself," he replied, giving Jerry a knowing grin 
"Really? What happened?" 

Dave shrugged. "Eh, nothing. That was the problem," he laughed. 

Jerry nodded. "I get it" 


"After that, | got into barbecue. Even opened my own catering business. | sold it a couple of years ago. Made 


out pretty good" 

"Why'd you sell?" 

Dave smiled. "I just got bored. | like to reinvent myself now and then l'm like Madonna that way." 

Let's hope that's the only way," Jerry replied before he could stop himself. 

Dave took the saucer from his hands. "Nah, | also like to dance around in my underwear." 

Jerry laughed in surprise and raised his eyes to meet Dave's. They stared at each other for a moment. 

"Well, let me „let me take this to the counter for you." 

Jerry nodded but he was distracted. His brain, among other parts of him, was screaming at him to ask for 
Dave's phone number. Shaking his head, he turned to look at the racks of toys again. He picked up a package of 
fake mice, some glittery, crinkly pom-pom balls, and a fake mouse on an elastic string that hangs from a 
doorframe. He turned a corner at the end of the short aisle and found the Christmas costumes. He had an elf 
costume in his hand when Dave returned. 

"Hey, you got pictures of your cats?" 

‘Oh, yeah. Tons," Jerry replied as he put the costume down and took his phone out of his jeans pocket. As he 
did so, he could feel Dave's eyes on him. When he unlocked the phone and pulled up a photo of Teddi, he looked 


up to see Dave scowl and then start patting his pockets. 


Dave shoved his hands into the pockets on his apron and then the chest pocket of his shirt before he turned 
to look back at the counter. 


"On your head," Jerry chuckled. 


"Oh, shit! Right” And Dave slid the glasses down, onto his nose. "Oh, wow! Look at him!" He ducked his head to 
look closer at the photo. 


"That's Teddi. She's the girl" Jerry pulled the phone back and swiped, bringing up another photo. "This is Dealer, 
the boy" 


"Dealer?" Dave asked as he straightened, looking up at Jerry. 

"Yeah, like a poker dealer. | play a little poker" 

"Oh" 

And then they fell into an awkward silence. 

"So —" Jerry began 

‘Hey, do you -" Dave started and then laughed. "Go ahead" 

No, you" 

"Oh, uh, | was just going to ask if you wanted Mr. and Mrs. Claus outfits for them. Get it, claws?" 
Jerry laughed. "Nice. Yeah, okay.” 


As he handed his credit card across the counter after Dave rang up all his purchases, Jerry gently cleared 


his throat and rolled his eyes at himself. "Dave, do you want to get coffee or something sometime?" 
"Are you kidding? | love coffeel” Dave smiled brightly as he handed the card back. 
‘Great. Maybe you'll show me that ‘dancing in your underwear’ thing, too." 


"Its almost guaranteed" 


